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sent the girl a domino, mask, and gloves, and took her in a
carriage to and from the ball.5
cAnd suppose she denies me?*
*You will make your bow and withdraw, and the parents
will repent them bitterly, for the daughter will be ill, and
pretend to have convulsions and have to be put to bed,
cursing the paternal tyranny. She will swear she never spoke
to you before, so that nothing could be more innocent than
your request. I hope you will come and tell me the result
of your efforts,' continued my new friend, who spoke Italian
admirably. CI am here every night when there is a ball, and
you will find me in the box to which I shall now have the
pleasure of conducting you. If you will allow me, I will
present you to a lady whom you will also find here on future
occasions.'
I was much touched with his politeness, and told him my
name. He took me to a box where I saw two ladies and an-
other middle-aged man. The conversation turned on the
ball and my opinion of it. One of the ladies, whose features
bore traces of great beauty, asked me in good French what
lertuliaS) Le. what society, I frequented.
'Madame, as I have only been in Madrid a very short
time, and have not yet been presented at Court, I am abso-
lutely without acquaintance.'
cOh, how I pity you! Come and see me, you will be most
welcome 5 my name is Pichona, any one will tell you where
I live.'
About midnight the wildest and maddest of dances began,
at a given signal from the orchestra. It was the fandango,
which I fondly supposed I had often seen, but which was
far beyond my wildest imaginings. I had seen it on the stage
in Italy and France, where the dancers there are careful
not to make the gestures which render this the most
voluptuous of dances. Each couple, man and woman, only
make three steps, then keeping time with their castagnettes
to the music, they throw themselves into a variety of lasciv-
ious attitudes; the whole of love, from its birth to its end,